














GOD'S DRUMS 


It seemed to Meri that she had 
hardly lain down to sleep in her little hut 
in Africa when the drums began to beat. 

“They are calling the people to a reli- 
gious meeting,” she thought. “I must get 
up and go.” 

She was preparing to leave when she 
thought she heard someone say, “The white 
man is going to preach.” 

“I must tell my relatives,” she thought, 
and hurried around inviting them to ac- 
company her. But they weren’t interested, 
and only a few agreed to go with her. 

They had gone just a little way when 
they heard the drums start beating again. 
“Hurry,” Meri urged, but the relatives did 
not answer. They had left her and were 
walking back to their homes. “Well, what- 
ever they do,” thought Meri, “I’m going to 
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the meeting.” And that’s what she did. 

And then, all of a sudden, she found 
herself in her hut again, and it was morn- 
ing. “It must have been only a dream,” she 
said. “I wonder what it means.” 

She told her friends and relatives, but 
they couldn’t explain it either. And so the 
months went by, August and September. 
Meri almost forgot about the dream and 
went about her work as usual. 

And then October, 1946. The village 
was quiet in the mid-afternoon heat. But 


listen! On the hot, heavy air came the coun 


of drums beating out the call to a religious 
meeting. Meri listened. There was some- 
thing familiar about that sound—or was 
there? She had heard it before somewhere, 
sometime. When? Where? 

Ah, of course. That dream! These were 
the drums of God! She must tell her 
friends and relatives and take them to the 
meeting. 

The friends and relatives were so slow 
getting ready! But at last they were on 
their way—and the drums beat again! 
“Hurry,” said Meri. And some of the group 
went on with her. There was still one un- 
answered question, and it was so important. 
Was there a white man speaking at the 
meeting? 

When Meri arrived she looked into the 
meeting house—and there was a white man! 
Someone told her it was Pastor M. E. Lind. 

Meri enjoyed every minute of the meet- 
ing, but her friends and relatives weren’t 
interested. Some of them came back the 
next day, but after that they quit—just as 
the dream had indicated. 

No one could stop Meri. She attended 
every meeting, and gave her heart to Jesus 
and was baptized. 

What troubles her relatives gave her 
then! They drove her out of the house. 
But Meri wouldn’t give up Jesus! She told 
everyone she could about Him, and about 
the wonderful dream of the drums of God. 
And the last I heard, she had won nearly 
two hundred people to Christ! 

Say, are the drums of God calling yo 
today? Don’t hold back like those relatives 
Go forward like Meri, and be a Christian 
soul-winner for God. 


Your friend, 


a ae Wrxerel 














On the elephant’s back 


Mr. Jackson saw 





TWO SCARS 


By PEGGY 


M* JACKSON and his colored friend, 
Joey, raised their heads with a jerk, 
then stood motionless and tense. Around 
them the little people of the jungle paused 
momentarily and listened too. 

The whole atmosphere seemed full of a 
terrifying sound, steadily approaching, a 
cross between a roar of rage and a cry of 
pain. 


HEWLETT 


Before either man could decide which 
way to run, a giant bull elephant thundered 
into the clearing. Protruding from his 
thigh were two arrows. The great beast’s 
piglike eyes were dilated with terror; his 
ears lay back against his head like two 
large maps of India. 

Desperate with pain, he did not know 

To page 20 


With a roar of rage and a cry of pain, a bull elephant charged from the jungle toward the men. 
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THE GIRL WHO REFUSED 


TO MARRY! 


By L. A. SKINNER 


STHER was her Christian name. She was 
born in a heathen village in the Congo. 
At the age of thirteen her father sent her to 
a Seventh-day Adventist mission school. He 
did not want her to become a Christian, but 
he had learned that daughters who could 
read and write brought more money when 
they married, than those who couldn't. 

You see, according to heathen custom, 
the father arranges for the marriage of his 
daughters. The prospective husband pays a 
certain price to the father for the privilege 
of marrying his daughter. In heathen Africa 
wealth is in cattle and an educated girl 
brings more cattle than an uneducated one. 

When Esther arrived at the mission 
school she was greatly impressed with the 
difference between Christian homes and 
heathen ones. She noticed the cleanliness 
and she enjoyed the friendliness. She was 
quick to learn not only reading and writing 
but also she learned of Jesus Christ, the 
Saviour, and she began to love Him. 

After about three years the man who was 
arranging to marry Esther paid the required 
number of cattle to her father. The father 
sent a message to the school telling her to 
come home at once. When she arrived, he 
told her that she was now old enough to be 
married and that he had received the price 
he had asked and that he would take her to 
the man that was to be her husband. 


Esther said, “Father, I like the mission 
school, and I want to remain there. I need 


to learn more of what the Christians 
teach.” 
“Well,” said the father, “you must come 


to the village of this man for a visit at 
least.” 

So Esther consented and made a short 
visit with her father to the young man’s 
house. On the way home, her father said, 
“Esther, you will marry this man, won't 
you?” 

Esther replied, “Father, I have been at- 
tending the Christian school. I have learned 
of Jesus Christ, the great God of heaven and 
earth. I have learned that some of the cus- 
toms of our tribe are displeasing to Him. I 
have decided to be a Christian and do the 
best I can to please the God of heaven. I 
cannot marry a heathen man, but that is not 
all. This heathen man already has two wives 
and I cannot marry a man who has other 
wives.” 

Her father became extremely angry. “You 
shall not break the laws of our tribe,” he 
shouted. “I shall talk more with you about 
this tomorrow.” 

Esther lay down to rest, praying that th 
God she had learned to love so recentl 
would strengthen her to be true to Him. 
The next morning her father confronted her 
again. 
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“You will now agree to marry this man?” 
he snarled. 

“No, Father. 1 cannot marry him.” 

Then the father, in a furious rage, took a 
heavy stick and began to beat her. Soon she 
fell unconscious to the ground. Her father 
waited until she had regained consciousness 
and then urged her once more to marry the 
man. And once more she refused, and was 
beaten into unconsciousness. 

The heathen father was determined to 
oe: her resistance, and took her out into 

ne bush. There he tied her hands and feet 
together around a tree and with a heavy 
stick beat her the third time, unmercifully. 

Her back was raw with bruises and open 
cuts, but still she refused to comply with 
her father’s request and he left her. 

In Africa there are many ants and some of 
them have a very sharp sting. These ants 
discovered her body on the tree and com- 
pletely covered her. As her hands and feet 
were tied, she had no way to protect herself. 
You can imagine the terrible suffering and 
agony through which she passed, for these 


ants entered the raw places of her back and 
stung her over her whole body. 

Somehow one of our mission school teach- 
ers heard about the girl's troubles and after 
searching in the bush finally found her. He 
hurried to the tree and had begun to untie 
her hands and brush off the ants, when sud- 
denly Esther's father, who was hiding nearby, 
came out and drove him away. However, as 
the teacher was leaving he grabbed the 
headcloth from Esther’s head and folding it 
up full of ants hurried off to the magistrate 
in the nearest village. He explained what was 
going on in the bush and showed the head- 
cloth full of ants as evidence. 

The magistrate was immediately sympa- 
thetic and quickly went out to the spot de- 
scribed by the teacher. Esther was untied 
and rushed to a hospital where she lingered 
between life and death for many days. Her 
body was swollen with infection and fever 
tormented her. Christian friends prayed for 
her and God drew near. After months of 
suffering and slow recovery she was released 

To page 21 


The heathen father knocked his daughter to the ground and beat her till she was unconscious. 


; High 
~ < ie 








JULY 11, 1956 / 5 





JACK'S ADVENTURE 


By ARCHA O. DART 





CHAPTER SIX: JACK WINS OUT 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 


A summer filled with adventure was what Jack 
wanted—and he almost ran off to Texas to get it. 
But then Mr. Armstrong persuaded him to go canvas- 
sing, selling Adventist books from house to house. 

hat an adventure it proved to be! Jack went with 
three other boys from the academy. They found a 
room in Carthage, and on Monday morning each week 
they would set out to sell their books. Friday after- 
noon they would gather again. During the week, they 
would have to ask people in the different houses they 
canvassed to let them have a bed to sleep in. One 
night Jack slept with bedbugs crawling all around 
him, and the next night in a mansion! After a while 
Mr. Armstrong came to see the boys, and all of them 
wanted him to go out with them and show them 
how to canvass better. 


LL four of the boys had an equal claim 
on Mr. Armstrong’s time. Frank was 
the oldest and the leader of the company. It 
would be nothing more than right for him 
to have help first. Donald had had a hard 
week in a prejudiced neighborhood. If he 
could have Mr. Armstrong, with his kindly 
manner, meet these persons, he was sure his 
work would pick right up. He also had a few 
books to deliver that week. Joe could give a 
good canvass, but did not know the first 
thing to say after the prospect had said, 
“Yes, that is a good book, but I reckon we 
don’t need narn. We have a Bible.” Jack was 
the youngest, so of course he must have 
help. 

After finding out where each boy ex- 
pected to be each day during the coming 
week, Mr. Armstrong arranged his program 
so he could spend Monday with Jack, Tues- 
day with Donald, Wednesday with Joe, 
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and Thursday with Frank. That would en- 
able him to leave Friday morning and get 
back to the conference office in time to put 
some of the boys’ experiences in the next 
number of the Colporteur News Letter. 

Jack was very happy indeed to have 
someone with him. He believed he could 
canvass all his life if Mr. Armstrong went 
with him. Before they reached the first 
house, Mr. Armstrong suggested that Jack 
go right ahead with the canvass as if no one 
was with him. Jack promised, provided Mr. 
Armstrong would come in with some “re- 
serve selling points” in case they were 
needed. 

“Good morning,” Jack said with a broad 
Christian smile. “Is this Mrs. Swafford? My 
name is Jack Henderson. This is Brother 
Armstrong, our publishing secretary. He 
is spending a few days with us boys to show 
us how to take orders.” Right away Jack 
realized that he had said too much, but it was 
already said. 


good lecture from Mr. Armstrong, w 
merely quietly suggested to Jack that sinc 
the people did not know him and might 
think they were Mormon preachers, it would 
be better to call him Mister Armstrong in- 
stead of Brother. 

Taking it all in all, they had had a very 
delightful morning. Twice they had been 
invited to pray for sick people; at one place 


After they left the house, Jack expected * 





























they had had a little Bible study. Jack was 
beginning to feel more like a preacher 
than a colporteur and announced the fact to 
Mr. Armstrong, who seemed to be greatly 
surprised that he hadn't felt that way long 
before. 

After dinner Mr. Armstrong suggested 
that since Jack seemed to be getting along 
so well with his canvass and his selling 
points, they separate and take every other 
house. In this way they could finish up this 


tle valley they were in. 
@::. farms there were just large enough 

or two families, the owner and the ten- 
ant. The owner’s home was usually on the 
highway, painted, well furnished, and in 
good repair. Most of the tenants’ houses 
were back from the road, generously venti- 
lated, and full of dogs. Notwithstanding all 
this, Jack had a great burden to canvass 
these places and let Mr. Armstrong meet the 
people in the finer homes. 

For a time Mr. Armstrong put up with 
this kind of arrangement, but realizing 
that Jack was not getting the training he 
needed in taking orders from this better 
class of people, he insisted that Jack take 
some of them. He called Jack’s attention to 
the fact that he usually came out with an or- 


der while Jack returned 
with only another experi- 
ence. 

But somehow Jack had 
no relish for the big 
houses. He felt that he 
could talk to the common people better. At 
Jast Mr. Armstrong said, “Now, young man, 
the next big house is yours.” 

Jack strained his eyes around the next 
curve in the road to see “his house.” Sure 
enough, there was the largest house they 
had come to that afternoon. It was entirely 
too big for wee little Jack. He began to ar- 
gue that he might make a mess of the 
whole thing and thus ruin a good order. It 
would be much better for Mr. Armstrong to 
go there and see that they took the book 
than to allow them to miss this chance of 
getting a message-filled book into their 
hands. 

All Jack’s words were blown away by the 
wind. Mr. Armstrong had apparently be- 
come deaf all at once. When they came to a 
place in the road where they could see the 
front porch, what should poor Jack see 
but a crowd sitting there. 

“Look! Mr. Armstrong, see that host of 
people!” 





Mr. Armstrong was awakened by two people talking in undertones in the next room. He slipped 














out of bed and tiptoed to the door in time to hear one ask, “Which one are you going to kill?” 
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“Yes,” was his only reply. 

No wonder Mr. Armstrong could be so 
cool over the situation; he did not plan to 
go there himself. There was only one thing 
to do—go. Jack had made it a rule that 
whenever he had a hard piece of work to do, 
or a hard lesson to get, to do it the first 
thing. Then he could enjoy the rest of the 
time. So Jack decided to run in there right 
quickly, give the canvass, and come back to 
the road and rest while waiting for Mr. 
Armstrong. 

The merry laughter and jolly chatter died 
away when Jack opened the gate and began 
his long march down the front walk. All 
eyes were trained on him. Which way 
should he look? To stare right back at the 
people did not seem to be in harmony with 
Emily Post, to look down at his feet seemed 
to indicate that he was ready to confess 
something, to gaze up into the open sky 
might cause him to have a downfall. Some- 
thing was wrong with the joints in his legs. 
Maybe he had a touch of rheumatism since 
he had got wet in the rain the other day. 
Anyway he was having a time to get his 
knees to bend just right. He sincerely hoped 
he might reach the porch without a mishap. 
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His hands, too, gave him some trouble. They 
seemed to be in his way. Dear, oh, dear, it 
was easier to make a specch in school than 
to face such a gathering! 

At last he reached the porch without 
falling down and was relieved to find that 
there were not a hundred people there as he 
had first feared. 

“Good morning” (it was three o'clock in 
the afternoon), he said while making the 
letter Z with his body in trying to make a 
very graceful bow. “Is this Dorcas meet- 
ing?” he asked, hoping to find out which one 
was the head of the house. 

“No, sir, these are my children and their 
families,” the old gentleman answered. “We 
like to get together whenever we can for a 
little reunion.” 

Jack felt a little more lubricated after 
these few words, so went right to wor 
canvassing the old gentleman. 

When he had finished, the old man said, 
“You will have to talk to the wife about 
that. We have a rule at this place that I buy 
whatever I want for the farm without asking 
my wife, and she buys whatever goes in the 
house without saying anything to me. Books 
are in her domain.” To page 17 











PATHFINDERS vs. FISHERMEN 





ON CAMPOREE 


By CHARLES C. CASE 


OW mistaken those fishermen were! All 

over Southern California fishermen 
were thinking they would have a nice quiet 
stream in the desert full of trout all to 
themselves for the opening day of the 
fishing season, April 28. They were in for 
a surprise! For on April 27, more than 
five hundred Pathfinders and counselors 
swarmed around that creek where it flowed 
through Deep Creek Canyon. It’s a beauti- 
ful bubbling stream right there, an ideal 
spot for a Pathfinder camporee. 

Friday afternoon was full of activities 


The five hundred Pathfinders and their counselors worshiped by the creek on Sabbath morning. 


getting camp ready—pitching tents, un- 
rolling sleeping bags, making camp stoves. 
After supper, the Sabbath evening vespers 
began around the campfires with the boys 
in one group and the girls in another. 

All through the night fishermen came 
and went. The “nice, quiet, vacant little 
spot” of their dreams was a mass of pup- 
tents, trucks, and cars! A few fishermen 


were brave and chanced it and—in spite 
of the disturbance—caught their limit of 
trout. 

Sabbath morning reveille blew and the 











On Sunday there was a great tug of war. The 


Pathfinders were out of their sleeping bags 
ready for a beautiful Sabbath day in God’s 
outdoors. Breakfast began after the flag- 
raising and worship, each preparing his 
own breakfast. 

After breakfast came Sabbath school and 
church with Elder R. C. Baker, president of 
the Southeastern California Conference, 
speaking to the Juniors on how they, as 
Pathfinders, could share their faith. 

Then lunch time, and all were hungry. 
Following dinner was a rest period, then 
nature activities for all Pathfinders and 
counselors. There was another campfire pro- 
gram with stories Sabbath evening, followed 
by a moonlight hike. 

Sunday was full! Flag raising, morning 
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Friday afternoon every- 
one was busy setting up 
camp. Everything had to 
be right. These two girls 
are making sure their 
tent will pass inspection. 


x 





losers automatically got soaked in the creek! 


worship, breakfast, inspection—all Path- 
finders in full uniform—and games and 
contests. 

There were an axemanship contest, a 
roping contest, an obstacle race, a rock 
throwing contest and a fire contest, using 
only paper and a magnifying glass. There 
was opportunity for many to participate. 

Sunday afternoon the camporee was over 
and the 500 Pathfinders and directors 
started toward home. But plans for next 
year’s camporee were already being formed 
by Charles D. Martin, MV secretary of the 
Southeastern California Conference, and his 
associate, Harry Garlick. 

Pathfinders, a camporee is for you. Be 
sure tO go next time you have a chance! 





1. Directors lay plans by the fire. They are El- 
ders J. R. Nelson, C. D. Martin, and Harry Garlick. 


2. Pathfinders try to start a fire with magnifying 
glasses. Jack Libby, of Colton, won this contest. 


3. “Ride ’em, cowboy!” The objective is to “rope 
that calf.” The boys tried hard. Some succeeded! 


4. Loma Linda Pathfinders showed real skill cooking 
breakfast over open fire. Some fried, some poached. 


5. Riverside Pathfinders eat around the fire. Eggs, 
cereal, hot chocolate, kept them going till noon. 


6. In the axemanship contest, the Pathfinder had to 
cut out a nail in the log without hitting the nail 
or striking the log more than two inches from it. 








THE LOST BOOT LA 


By IVY R. DOHERTY € 


| paths got to be faster than greased 
lightning to catch these grasshoppers!” 
moaned Don standing with his hands on 
his hips, and watching the spot where he 
thought the last grasshopper he had been 
chasing had landed in the thick grass. His 
face was flushed and dewy with the heat 
of the day, and it showed definite signs of 
the almost hopeless feeling inside him. 

Ralph didn’t comment. He was too intent 
on stalking a grasshopper of his own. He 
took one cautious step and the dry grass 
crackled under his shoe. The hopper didn’t 
move. Good. Now another step. The dry grass 
crackled again. The grasshopper didn’t move. 
Very good. Still another step, and still the 
hopper stayed there. Excellent! Two more 
steps like that and that grasshopper would 
surely be in his jar with the others. 

But just then Sponge, the dog, came 
bounding from nowhere and pounced ex- 
actly two steps in front of Ralph. The grass- 
hopper fluttered up with a noisy, grinding 
sound and was again defying Ralph from 
the dry grass yards away! 

Don said, “How is it that these hoppers 
are so lively on a hot day like this when we 
are so ‘un-lively’? Come cold weather, and 
you don’t want grasshoppers, and they'll lie 
in the grass and let you pick up a dozen a 
minute. If we have to work as hard as this 
for bait, how hard do you suppose we'll have 
to work for the fish?” 

Ralph shook the jar and tried to count 
the catch inside, but there were so many legs 
and wings mingled together that he gave up. 

“Tell you what,” he said, brightening, 
“let's start off with these and if we need 
more bait we can catch it later.” 

“Good idea!” chuckled Don. Anything was 
better than trying to catch things that had 
no desire to be caught. 
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They raced for Don’s house where the 
fishing tackle had been left. Don said, “You 
can’t guess what Bud said I could have.” 

“Not his summer's savings?” 

“Silly!” sneered Don. “He said I could 
borrow his rubber fishing boots.” 

“Good for Bud!” exclaimed Ralph. “But 
why so generous so suddenly?” 

Don protested. “Bud's always a good scout 
and you know it.” 

“Sure,” laughed Ralph. “I was just teasing. 
Maybe I felt a little jealous.” 

“Maybe we could take turn about,” of- 
fered Don. “I'll get the 
boots and the lunches and 
then we'll take off. Won't 
be long.” 

Ten minutes passed. 
Ralph looked at his watch 
impatiently. He couldn't 
help thinking about the 
hour or so they had spent 
in catching those hop- 
pers and he was anxious 
for Don to show up be- 
fore any more time was 
wasted. 

Presently he _ yelled, 
“What on earth’s keep- 
ing you so long, Don? 
Get lost in those boots?” 

Don sounded impa- 
tient too; he had found 
the boots, but the laces 
were missing. Where on 
earth could they be? And 
who on earth would want 
to take those long laces 











The boots flapped all the way 
to the river, for they were 
tied with only a piece of string. 














































LACES 


out of those long boots, just for the fun of 
putting them back again? 

“The day is wasting, Don. Let’s fish with- 
out the boots.” 

“Nothing doing,” returned Don. “I'll 
wear these boots if it’s the last thing I 
do.” He searched drawers and shelves and 
closets until his own patience gave way, 
and he joined Ralph to gather up the gear, 
and the two boys took off along the trail at 
the back of the house. 

Don had on the boots. True, they were 
an awful nuisance without the laces. They 





bulged open and flopped about, but he was 
getting to his destination despite the ob- 
stacle, and from a distance no one could 
tell they had one short piece of string right 
in the very top holes, and that was all. To 
the onlooker he was now a full-fledged 
fisherman. 

Wagging his tail with extreme pleasure, 
Sponge tramped beside the boys. He got 
his name because he never hunted his food, 
but always expected a hand-out from some- 
one, just like a sponge! 

A scent, resinous and pungent, reached 
their nostrils. And suddenly the hot sun 
was cool, for the boys were walking through 
the woods. Then the steady roar of plunging 
water met their ears. 

“Let's take the first trail that leads to- 
ward the falls!” said Don. 

And there it was! Ferns and sweet smell- 
ing shrubs brushed their legs; a break in 
the trees, and then 

Upstream, the river stretched in a long 
reach of richly dark, shining water, a fleck 
of white here and there telling that a rock 
was trying to hide. 

Below, were rapids. That accounted for 
the thundery sound they had heard while 
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WHAT’S IN A NAME? 
By LAURA ALICE BOYD 


% A meadow lark is not a real lark but a 
blackbird. 


% A prairie dog is not a dog but a ground 
squirrel. 


% A sea elephant is not an elephant but a 
seal with a long nose. 


% A muskrat is not a rat but an animal that 
lives much of the time in the water. 


% A flying fox is not a fox but a very large 
bat. 


EEE 


still in the woods. Across the river rose a 
tall mountain, purple and filmy with haze. 

The boys looked at each other. Both had 
thought the same thing. This was no place 
for boys to fish alone. There were other 
places, below the rapids, where boys could 
be safe and enjoy all the pleasures of the 
mountain stream just the same. Don looked 
at his boots, and looked at the green sheet 
of water that mirrored the proud moun- 
tain. 

Ralph said, “They're not going to be a 
speck of good to you, old pal. That water 
will be over your head, the very first step 
you take off the bank.” Don nodded. He 
knew Ralph was right. Just the same, he 
wanted to keep them on. They made him 
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feel important, as though he were on official 
business. 

“We'd better go down below the rapids,” 
he warned Ralph. 

“Look, how old are you?” Don asked. 
“You're twelve and so am I. Can’t we look 
after ourselves and not get into any mix- 
ups?” 

Ralph was challenged. They took out 
their gear and the hard-earned bait, and 
cast. 

They cast again and again, but ther 
was not even the faintest nibble. Ralp 
was disgusted. “Let’s walk down the river 
bank to the quiet place beyond the rapids,” 
he urged. “Maybe the fish are biting there 
today.” 

Don didn’t need to be urged. Where 
there were no fish, there was no fun. 

But near the first bend they rounded in 
the river they came upon a boat, neat and 
newly painted, moored close to the bank. 

“Must belong to summer people,” sug- 
gested Don. “No one around here owns a 
boat like that. It really is a beauty, isn’t it?” 
The gear was dropped, and a thorough 
examination and discussion followed. The 
more the boys talked and thought about 
the boat, the more they wanted to be in it. 

“Wouldn't it be O.K. if we just got in 
her and fished?” asked Ralph, hopefully. 
“No one would mind if we didn’t let her 
go or scratch the paint or put bait on the 
seats.” 

Don smiled. It would be fun, just im- 
agining the boat belonged to them. And 
in a moment they were in the boat, ar- 
ranging their tackle. 

As the boys had stepped in, the boat 
had pushed out several feet. That was all 
the better, they agreed, because now they 
could cast farther out into the stream than 
they had been able to do when they had 
stood on shore. 

The lines had no sooner hit the water 
than Ralph gave an excited whoop. The 
unprepared Don was glad he had been sit- 
ting, otherwise he might have taken 


a 
“header” into the water from sheer shock) 


In his excitement, Ralph seemed to lose 
all knowledge of how to land his trout. 
He pulled and yanked and yelled. The 
fish’s resistance was firm. Don peered into 
the water, wanting to catch the first fleet- 
ing glimpse of the trout’s silvery sides. 
There was a swift shadow, and then a flash 
of silver, and finally a terrific splash. 
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THE BOY WHO FORGOT TO EAT 


By DONALD F. HAYNES 


JUST a minute, my young friend. May | have a 

WORD with you? You are the chap with the lunch. 
ANDREW found you and told Jesus about you and your 
LUNCH, five loaves and two fishes. Did you 

OFFER it to Jesus? Or did He ask you for it? 
ANYWAY, He took it, and you were willing. Tell me, 
WHERE did you get that lunch? Did your 

MOTHER prepare it for you to eat at noon on that 
BIG, wonderful day with Jesus? Why didn't 

YOU eat it at noon? How did it come about 

THAT you still had it at the close of day? When Jesus 
BLESSED the food did you hear what He said? When the 
FOOD was passed out by the disciples did you get as 
MUCH as you had given? Or more? What were you 
THINKING as you sat on the ground sharing your 
LUNCH with the thousands of neighbors and friends? 
WHAT did you do when you got home? What a 
STORY you had fo tell that night! | want to 

SEE you someday soon and ask you these 
QUESTIONS, and more too. And | have some Junior 
FRIENDS who want to meet you foo. Let's make a 
DATE to meet in the New Jerusalem and talk it over. 





But that splash was no trout. It was 
Ralph! 

Horrors! And Ralph couldn’t swim more 
than a few feet. 

“Help!” cried Don, as if he expected a 
complete lifeguard team to rush to his aid, 
and “Help!” cried the spluttering form 
whose head appeared above the water. 

Don knew now that he was the one who 
had to help. Quick thoughts flashed through 
his terrified mind. He’d always boasted 
about how he could swim, but now Ralph's 
life depended on him, and could he meet 
the demand? Overboard he plunged. There 
was no time to dream about the “ifs” and 
“buts,” for Ralph would soon be carried 
out of his reach. And what about the 
rapids? 

What was wrong? His legs wouldn't 
move. Ah! The boots! He remembered the 








string. He ripped wildly at one tie and 
then at the other. He kicked furiously and 
the boots sank to the bottom. He lunged 
forward, and several sharp, rapid strokes 
brought him within reach of Ralph. Ralph 
grabbed wildly at him, pulling him under 
the water. Don came choking to the top. 
“Don’t be stupid!” he bellowed. “If you 
want either or both of us to live, leave me 
alone, or I'll leave you alone!” 

The desperate Ralph clung the more. 
Don punched as hard as he could with his 
clenched fist. Maybe Ralph could under- 
stand that language. He did. 

Don wasn’t sure how far ahead the 
rapids were, or whether he was strong 
enough to pull Ralph to shore before the 
current would sweep them so that they 
could not reach the shore at all. While 
he fought, dragging Ralph’s heavy body, 
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CONTRIBUTIONS WANTED 


FOR JUNIOR GUIDE 
AUTHORS’ GUILD 


The JUNIOR GUIDE Authors’ Guild is 
your department. You write for it. You draw 
the pictures. 

Writers, artists, poets, and photographers 
—and those who wish they were—between 
ten and fifteen years of age are invited to 
contribute material that will be of inter- 
est to other Juniors. 

Stories should be something interesting 
that happened to you or your friends or 
your pet, an answer to prayer, or something 
that helped you learn a lesson. 

Poems should not be more than sixteen 
lines long. 

Drawings should be on stiff paper or poster 
board. They may be drawn in black pencil, 
black writing ink, India ink, charcoal, or 
water colors, but not in ordinary pencil or 
blue ink. These don't reproduce well. For 
best results use a good grade black wax 
pencil on croquille board, which you can 
get at a stationery store. Make them at 
least 6” x 6”, and wrap carefully. 

Photographs will be acceptable, too, on 
any subject, black and white, and not smaller 
than 214” x 24”, preferably larger. Wrap 
carefully. 

Please give your name, age, and address. 

And a parent or teacher must sign, "This 
is the original work of the sender, and was 
not copied.” 

The best, original contributions will be 
printed. If yours does not come out within 
six months, try again! But think what fun it 
will be to see your story or picture in print! 
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he prayed for strength. He wouldn’t ever 
tell anybody he could swim well again. 
This was the real thing, and it was no 
picnic. His breath came harder and harder 
but he had to battle. 

He tried to remember what to do if the 
rapids should come, before the shore. He 
would let himself go, and try and keep 
his arm crooked before his head to protect 
it from the blows of the rocks, and he 
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would keep the other arm thrust straight 
ahead so that he could fend himself off 
from the rocks. This would be all right 
but for one thing. He had someone else to 
take care of besides himself, and he just 
had to get Ralph back home. His strength 
was going. His arm touched something 
rough and cruel. It stung, but anything 
hard and substantial to touch was pure 
joy, no matter how much it hurt. 

Rock! More rock! Holding Raph’s arm 
with one hand, he managed to drag him- 
self onto the rock with the other. He 
stumbled, exhausted, and then the hammers 
in his head seemed to pound out a message 
that he simply could not afford to be ex- 
hausted. There was still Ralph to be saved! 
He pulled and dragged. At last the boy 
lay limp on the rock. He dragged him up 
to a smooth place and set to work, pump- 
ing Ralph’s back. How he wished Ralph 
would say something; just anything, even 
to calling him names! 

Ralph didn’t talk. Don yelled for Bud. 
There was no answer, of course. He yelled 
again. Still no answer! He’d have to leave 
Ralph to get help. 

Mother was the only one he could find 
when he raced into the house. His dripping 
clothes and his exhausted look told Mother 
a great deal, but not quite everything. 
“Where's Ralph?” she cried. 

“I think he'll be all right, Mother. I got 
him out,’ he told her, and there was no 
sound of pride in his voice. Just relief. 

She took a warm blanket and hurried to 
the river with Don. 

Ralph opened his eyes as they bent over 
him. “My head hurts,” he chided. “What 
on earth did you hit me for, and why am 
I all wet? Did you knock me into the 
water?” 

“Isn't that what you'd call gratitude?” 
Don asked his mother, and he was so fe- 
lieved to hear Ralph talk that he wanted 
to hug him. But boys just don’t do things 
like that! 

Later, just at sunset, Don went back to the 
boat to find what was left of the gear. 
There would be no boots to take back to 
Bud. But what if they had been securely 
laced, he reflected. He hated to think what 
would be happening this evening if they 
had been. He was very glad the laces had 
been lost. Somehow he felt that maybe 
God had let them be lost, just to save 
Ralph’s life—and his own. 
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Jack’s Adventure 
From page 8 


Jack waited for her to say that she didn’t 
need the book, so he could go back to the 
road and wait for Mr. Armstrong. But she 
didn’t say a word. Jack pulled his chair over 
nearer hers and gave the same canvass word 
for word. Everyone gave the same respectful 
attention to this second recital. 

“Well, we are too old to do much reading 
now. You see all our children are married 
and gone, and my husband and I just live 
here by ourselves.” 

Why, oh, why, hadn’t she thought of that 
before she allowed him to go all the way 
through that canvass again? But there was 
something about her attitude that gave him 
a little hope. He suggested that this book 
would make a good present to the children. 

“Oh, I wouldn’t give to one and not give 
something to all,” she answered. 

“How many children do you have?” Jack 
inquired. 

“I have five living.” 

“This certainly would be one of the best 
presents a mother could give her children,” 
Jack said warming up a little. “You could 
buy a new suit or a new dress, pay much 
more for it, but it would wear out in a few 
months’ time, but this book will last all their 
lives. This is not a book to be read once and 
then forgotten. You can read and re-read 
this, and enjoy it every time. Nothing is 
more important than the study of God’s 
Word. How many presents have you given 
recently to your children that would cause 
them to be better Christian men and 
women, that would help them in training 
their little ones?” 

His arguments were having the desired 
results. “How much would five of those 
books cost?” she asked. 

Jack was excited now. “If you take five, 
you can have them at a discount. I can let 
you have them for $50, even money, and de- 
liver them right to your door.” 

Upon receiving the order, Jack sent a lit- 
tle prayer of thanks to heaven and prayed 
that the Holy Spirit would guide them in 
the reading of those pages and that they 
would be saved in the kingdom of God. 

After bidding them good-by, Jack started 
down that same long walk again. But this 
time he was so light he could hardly keep 
his feet on the ground. His rheumatism was 
gone. He reached the place to wait and be- 


gan to think of some way to surprise Mr. 
Armstrong. 

When at last he appeared, Jack made a 
whole alphabet of faces in a fruitless effort 
to look natural. 

Seeing the smile playing around on his 
face, Mr. Armstrong greeted him, “Now 
you see, young fellow, it pays to take the big 
houses too, doesn’t it?” 

“Yes, sir, I'll say it does. Especially when 
you can get five orders at one house.” 

“Five orders!” Mr. Armstrong exclaimed. 
“How did you do it?” 

“Well, you know I was scared stiff when 
I went up there, but I prayed that the Lord 
would give me courage to say just the right 
thing, and He did,” Jack answered. “How 
did you get along back there with your 
house?” 

“Oh, the lady said she would have to ‘in- 
sult’ her husband (she meant ‘consult’) be- 
fore she could order the book,” was all that 
Mr. Armstrong had to say. 

In a few minutes another large house ap- 
peared in sight. On a hill not far away stood 
another tenant house. Mr. Armstrong said, 
“Now, Jack, you hustle over there to 
that little house on the hill while I run 
into this big house.” 

“No, sir,” Jack answered. “I’ve learned 
my lesson. I'll take the large houses from 
now on.” 

And Mr. Armstrong smiled. 

That night the two of them had trou- 
ble finding a place to stay, and it was with 
some misgivings that they finally agreed to 
spend the night where they did. 

Mr. Armstrong saw to it that his money 
and his watch were put under his pillow, 
and that the door and the windows in the 
room were fastened as well as they could 
be. Jack put his nickel under his pillow 
too. 

Mr. Armstrong took only cat naps for 
a while; then sound sleep overcame him. 
But he was wide awake again when he 
heard someone talking in an undertone in 
the adjoining room. Slipping out of bed 
and going nearer the door he heard the 
woman ask, “Which one are you going to 
kill?” 

The reply brought no comfort to Mr. 
Armstrong. “I think we had better kill 
the largest one,” the old man calmly re- 
plied as he went outdoors. Then all was 
very still for a time. In a few minutes a 
chicken squawked, which brought great re- 
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lief to Mr. Armstrong. Looking at his 
watch he discovered that it was time to 
get up anyway. 

Jack found that he had his usual appetite 
that morning. He was ready to eat any- 
thing. The first egg tasted good, the second 
went down in a few bites, and the third 
was not far behind. However, he was afraid 
that four eggs would be too many for his 
manners and for his stomach. There were 
only two more dishes on the table, chicken, 
and chicken gravy. 

Now Jack’s parents were strict vege- 
tarians. Never in all his life had one bite 
of meat .passed his teeth. But Jack was 
still hungry. He argued with himself that 
chicken was a clean meat, and therefore 
it would be no sin to eat it. There was a 
text in the Bible that seemed to give per- 
mission to eat what was set before one. 

He tried some of the gravy first. Grow- 
ing a little bolder, he called for a piece of 
real chicken. Now it never occurred to Jack 
that one piece of chicken was different 
from another piece from the same chicken. 
Therefore he took a piece; no one knows 
to this day what piece it was. Anyway he 
started to cut a bite off with his fork the 
way he would cut a piece of boiled potato 
or a piece of cherry pie. But it did not 
work. After sawing away on it with his 
knife for a time, and spilling a little gravy 
on the tablecloth, he managed to sever a 
big piece. He chewed and chewed, and 
chewed some more, with no tangible re- 
sults. The morsel seemed to get larger and 
tougher. 

Something had to be done. He could 
not go on that way all through breakfast. 
Try as hard as he might he could not keep 
his mind from thinking about an old sick 
hen he had seen in the coop at the grocery 
store the day before. He wondered whether 
this was the same dirty black hen he was 
trying to eat. He imagined that the smell 
was the same. He thought of her bleared 
eyes, her matted feathers, her 

He tried to explain, when he came back 
to the table, that a gnat or something (the 
something was a chicken), had wandered 
into his throat, and he had had to get rid 
of it. Jack decided to push the meat back 
and eat another egg, but in turning the 
chicken over he discovered a black, greasy 
feather on the other side. That filled him 
up with all the breakfast he could hold. 

After they had started on their way 





again, Mr. Armstrong wanted to know why 
Jack had made such a hasty retreat from 
the table. Jack explained that it was a little 
sick hen that had sent him on the run. 
Mr. Armstrong just laughed a good, jolly 
laugh, and promised to tell the other boys 
about Jack’s chicken breakfast. However, 
Jack made him promise not to tell them at 
mealtime. He did not feel that he could 
afford to lose two meals over one greasy 
hen. 

After Mr. Armstrong had had all the 
fun out of it that he wanted, he said, “I am 
right with you, young man. I do not see 
how people can eat dead animals when 
they have so many delicious fruits, rich 
nuts, wholesome grains, and toothsome vege- 
tables at their command. 

“Some time ago,” he began, “I found that 
I had an hour or two to wait for my train, 
so decided to walk around town a little 
and see what I could see. By and by I came 
to a slaughterhouse. I had never been in 
one before, so thought I would see what it 
was like. 

“Outside the building there was a small 
pen in which the animals were killed. A 
trapdoor in this pen allowed the bodies to 
be rolled into the main building. The first 
cow that came tumbling in was a large, 
beautiful animal—the kind we see in pic- 
tures. She seemed to have been in the best 
of health. I thought to myself that as far 
as I could see that cow would be as good 
to eat as any. A large chain was tied around 
the hind feet, and the carcass was swung 
up on an endless track. The second man 
skinned it, the next took the insides out, 
and so on until the last man loaded what 
was left of it onto a large delivery truck 
that was waiting to take it to some of the 
butcher shops in that city. 

“When the trapdoor opened the next 
time, to my horror and disgust what should 
roll out but one of Pharaoh’s cows, poor, 
lean, withered up. A large running sore 
was on her back. She looked as if she had 
the mange. Some black-looking blood was 
oozing out of her nose. She was fastened 
to the endless track. Her hide was so tough 
the man had to cut and pull and cut some 
more. Then all at once the whole skin 
seemed to slough off. The sore on her back 
now appeared much larger than it had be- 
fore the hide was removed. ‘Whee!’ I said 
to myself. ‘Some people think beef is good 
to eat.’ I followed her carefully to see what 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


lf you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Wanda Faye Wolcott, age 14. Route 2, De Queen, 
Arkansas, U.S.A. Piano. 

Shirley Sufficool, age 12. 3493 Crabtree Lane, 
Porterville, California, U.S.A. Piano, reading. 

Elsie V. Achayok, age 12. Aleknagik, Alaska. Bik- 
ing, cooking, swimming, collecting pictures. 

Stephen Alvan Youngberg, age 10. Box 136, Los 
Fresnos, Texas, U.S.A. Hiking, biking, reading, stamps, 
rocks and minerals, swimming, coins, skating. 

Sharon Carl, age 14. 77 Dillon Avenue, Campbell, 
California, U.S.A. Swimming, biking, post cards. 








would become of her. She was placed on 
the same truck with the beautiful healthy 
cow. Needless to say I have not eaten a bite 
of beef since that day.” 

Jack was having a hard time keeping 
what remained of his three eggs down. 
When Mr. Armstrong got through with 
his filthy-meat talk, Jack related the ex- 
perience he had had in the physiology class 
that year. He said that his teacher had 
proved to the class that meat is nothing 
more or less than secondhand food at best. 
Some people will turn up their noses at the 
idea of wearing secondhand clothing, but 
will put secondhand food into their stom- 
achs. Jack proceeded to reveal a little of his 
knowledge to Mr. Armstrong. 

“You see when a sheep or a hog or a 
cow eats some corn or grass, this is first 
of all broken up by the animal’s teeth and 
mixed with its saliva. Then this food goes 
down into its stomach where it is mixed 
with some more of the juices and thus 
changed into body food, or a liquid. If 
there is no immediate use for this food, it 
is placed on the pantry shelves, the liver. 
When this food is needed, it is loaded into 
the body canals, the blood stream, and 
floated out to all parts of the animal. The 
dead cells and impurities of the body are 
drained back into this wonderful canal sys- 
tem, and floated back to the body filter, or 
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kidneys. Thus every piece of meat that 
one eats has some good food cells, some 
partly used cells, and some decayed or waste 
cells that would be thrown off by the kid- 
neys if we did not eat them. When we eat 
this meat, we are getting this corn or grass 
after it has been thoroughly mixed with 
the animal's saliva and other juices; has had 
the bone, hair, and fingernail material re- 
moved; and has had a chance to collect 
any disease germs that the animal happens 
to have.” 

“Well, Jack, you have that down pretty 
well,” Mr. Armstrong encouraged him. “I 
do not see how a person can eat any of 
that stuff when he knows all that.” 

“That was just the trouble with me at 
the breakfast table this morning,” Jack ex- 
plained. 

(Next week: Arrested! ) 





Two Scars 
From page 3 


how to shake those searing arrows from his 
flesh. 

Hesitating but a moment, the white man 
and Joey laid a plan. They would attempt 
to drive the pain-crazed animal into a small 
gulley not far from the house and there 
they would try to take out the arrows. 

Suffering seemed to have muddled the 
elephant’s thinking and he easily allowed 
himself to be driven down the steep in- 
cline. With skill and agility, the two men 
secured him with ropes. 

Joey appointed himself to remove the ar- 
rows while Mr. Jackson stood in readiness 
with a gun in case the plan backfired. 

The big animal thrashed the air with his 
powerful trunk feeling, feeling, for the man 
who, perhaps, was planning to cause him 
more suffering. 

Joey, fully conscious of his danger, darted 
to the elephant’s side, one eye alert to he® 
malicious trunk. With an artfulness born 
of lifelong jungle existence, he deftly re- 
moved the arrows. Then he loosened the 
ropes, and with a leap like a leopard’s, 
sprang back beside his master. 

The elephant paused for a moment, 
breathing heavily. Then with a loud trum- 
peting pounded into the jungle. 





Some time after this episode, Joey rushed 
breathlessly to Mr. Jackson and warned him 
that a band of terrorists was about to at- 
tack their house. Grabbing weapons, the 
household ran to defend themselves. 

The terrorists were experienced gunmen 
and the advantages seemed to be all on their 
side, even though the defenders put up a 
gallant fight. Then, just when the outlook 
was becoming grim and hopeless, new dan- 
ger threatened. A great thundering sound 

arose from across the neighboring stream. 
= To Mr. Jackson’s horror, a herd of ele- 

phants broke into view. They charged across 
the stream right for the village, then paused 
a moment on the shore. And it seemed to 
Mr. Jackson that the lead elephant was ar- 
ranging the beasts into position to attack. 

The terrorists were forgotten in the in- 
stant of panic. The Jacksons would rather 
face armed men than a band of destruction- 
bent elephants. 

To the speechless amazement of the on- 
lookers, the lords of the jungle separated 
into two groups and circled the house. 
With a great trumpeting of victory, they 
surged forward—stamping, crushing, de- 
stroying. Their target?—the terrorists! And 
the animals did not stop their onslaught un- 
til every terrorist had been put to flight! 

Then they gathered—a quiet little army 
—at the edge of the stream. Their leader 
stood without moving a muscle—erect, 
proud, grand. 

Joey stepped forward and advanced cau- 
tiously toward him. When beast and man 
met at the water's edge, there seemed to be 
a secret understanding between them. Joey 
caressed the elephant with his chocolate- 
colored hands while the animal in turn 
gently touched the black boy with his pow- 
erful trunk again and again. 

Mr. Jackson stood silent with disbelief. 

Presently, Joey, dwarfed by the immense 
companion at his side, walked slowly to- 
ward the house. 

“Bwana, he wants to meet you,” he stated 
simply. 





And then it was all over. The great bull 
elephant turned to join his animal follow- 
ers, and in that instant, Mr. Jackson under 
stood. For on that great, gray thigh he caught 
sight of two ugly scars! 





The Girl Who Refused 
to Marry! 


From page 5 


from the hospital and returned to the mis- 
sion school. 


Esther's father was reprimanded and 
brought into court for trial. The magistrates 
forbade him to force her into a heathen mar- 
riage, and the government ruled that girls 
who attended the Christian schools and ac- 
cepted the Christian faith would not need 
and could not be forced to comply with 
tribal customs. This was a great victory not 
only for Esther but for all Christian girls in 
that area. 


The example and heroism of Esther was 
talked about throughout the villages, encour- 
aging those who had heard about the 
Christian way of life. The little church in 
her village became too small as new con- 
verts joined. 


This is what the mission program is ac- 
complishing in lands of darkness and super- 
stition. Every summer a special offering is 
raised for this work, and is called the Mid- 
summer Offering. Boys and girls may have 
a very definite part in making this year’s 
the greatest Midsummer Offering ever raised 
to take the gospel of Jesus’ love quickly to 
every tribe, kindred, tongue, and people. 











COVER PICTURE by Eva Luoma. Story illus- 
trations not otherwise credited are by John 
Gourley. 








Vol. 4, No. 28 


JUNIOR GUIDE 





July 11, 1956 


Editor: LAWRENCE MAXWELL 


Associate Editor: WALTER T. CRANDALL 


Consulting Editors: L. A. SKINNER, E. B. HARE, G. M. MATHEWS 


Circulation Manager: R. J. CHRISTIAN 


Subscription rates: one year, $4.25; six months, $2.25; in clubs of three or more, one year, each $3.25; six months, 
$1.75. Foreign countries where extra postage is —- one year, $4.60; six months, $2.45; in clubs of three or 


more, one year, each $3.60; six months, $1.95. 
JUNIOR GUIDE, Washington 12, D.C. 


n changing address, send both the old and the new address to 


JULY 11, 1956 / 21 





l1l—The Childhood of Jesus; John the Baptist 


Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 

















(July 21) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 
READ THE LESSON TEXTS: Luke 2:40-52; 
Matthew 3:1-9. 
LEARN THE MEMORY VERSE: “Behold the 
Lamb of God, which taketh away the sin of 
the world” (John 1:29). 


READ THE GUIDING THOUGHT. 
Guiding Thought 


Only a few verses in the four Gospels tell us 
anything about the longer part of Christ's life— 
the thirty years of His childhood and youth—but 
these few verses tell us all we need to know. 
They tell us that He developed in every way— 
physically, mentally, socially, and spiritually. In 
this, as in all He did in His years of public 
ministry, He set an example for us. 

In the story of John the Baptist and his work 
of preparation for Christ’s greater ministry, we 
see what we as children of the Advent message 
are to do in preparation for the second coming 
of Christ to the earth. In the way he lived we see 
how simply we must live. In the way he wit- 
nessed we see how we must witness boldly for 
the Master. 

SUNDAY 


The Visit to Jerusalem 


1. Find Luke 2:41, 42. When Jesus reached the 
age of twelve years, what important excursion did 
the family make? 


NoTgE.—“Among the Jews the twelfth year 
was the dividing line between childhood and 
youth. On completing this year a Hebrew boy 
was called a son of the law, and also a son of 
God. He was given special opportunities for re- 
ligious instruction, and was expected to partic- 
ipate in the sacred feasts and observances. It 
was in accordance with this custom that Jesus in 
His boyhood made the Passover visit to Jerusa- 
lem.”—The Desire of Ages, p. 75. 


2. Read verses 43-46, first part. As the parents 
made their way back to Nazareth what did they 
suddenly become aware of? Where did they even- 
tually find Jesus? 


3. Read verse 46, last part, 47-49. What did 
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they find Jesus doing in the Temple and what 
conversation took place? 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, pp. 
78-81. 


MONDAY 
The Home Life of Jesus 


4. Find Luke 2:51. Even though He was the 
Son of God, how did Jesus relate Himself to His 
earthly parents? 


NOTE.— ‘Jesus lived in a peasant’s home, and 
faithfully and cheerfully acted His part in bear- 
ing the burdens of the household. He had been 
the Commander of heaven, and angels had de- 
lighted to fulfill His word; now He was a will- 
ing servant, a loving, obedient son.’—The De- 
sire of Ages, p. 72. 


5. Find verses 40 and 52. What was said of His 
all-round development? 


NOTE.—"His mind was active and penetrat- 
ing, with a thoughtfulness and wisdom beyond 
His years. Yet His character was beautiful in its 
symmetry. The powers of mind and body de- 
veloped gradually, in keeping with the laws of 
childhood.”—The Desire of Ages, p. 68. 


6. Find John 7:5. What fact often made Jesus’ 
home life difficult? 


NOTE.—“His brothers, as the sons of Joseph 
were called, sided with the rabbis. They insisted 
that the traditions must be heeded, as if they 
were the requirements of God. . . . Being older 
than Jesus, they felt that He should be under 


their dictation.’"—The Desire of Ages, pp. 
86, 87. 
For further reading: The Desire of Ages 
pp. 68-70. 
TUESDAY 
John’s Early Life 


7. Find Luke 1:80. While Jesus was growing up 
in the wicked city of Nazareth, His cousin John, 
a few months His senior, was growing up in the 
Jordan country, also preparing for his high des- 
tiny in the world. What is said of his early life? 


NoTE.—“In the natural order of things, the 











son of Zacharias would have been educated for 
the priesthood. But the training of the rabbini- 
cal schools would have unfitted him for his work. 
God did not send him to the teachers of theology 
to learn how to interpret the Scriptures. He 
called him to the desert, that he might learn of 
nature and nature’s God.”—The Desire of Ages, 
p. 101. 


8. Read verse 15, first half. What instruction 
had the angel given his father before his birth? 


9. Find Matthew 3:4. What are we told about 
the simple way in which he lived? 
NOTE.—The “locust” is a kind of bean. 
“In the time of John the Baptist, greed for 
ches, and the love of luxury and display had 
ecome widespread. Sensuous pleasures, feast- 
ing and drinking, were causing physical disease 
and degeneracy. . . . John was to stand as a re- 
former.”—The Desire of Ages, p. 100. 
For further reading: The Desire of Ages, 
p: 101, par. 4; p. 102, par. 1. 


WEDNESDAY 
John’s Preaching 


10. Find Matthew 3:1, 2. When his days of 
preparation were over, what message did the wil- 
derness prophet preach? 


11. Read verse 5. From what regions did peo- 
ple come to hear his message? 


12. Read verse 6. As his listeners’ hearts were 
touched by his message from heaven, how did 
they show their repentance and their resolve to 
live a new life? 

NOTE.—'‘John proclaimed the coming of the 
Messiah, and called the people to repentance. As 
a symbol of cleansing from sin, he baptized them 
in the waters of the Jordan’—The Desire of 
Ages, p. 104. 

For further reading: Read some of the things 
John told the people in Luke 3:7-18. 


THURSDAY 


The Voice in the Wilderness 


13. Find Isaiah 40:3, 4. How had Isaiah, seven 
centuries earlier, written of John’s mission? 


14. Find John 1:19-23. When representatives of 
the Jewish priesthood were sent to investigate 
the wilderness preacher and his teachings, what 
did John tell them? 


15. Find Luke 1:16, 17. What did the angel who 
told of his birth prophesy about John’s work? 


NoTE.—"In preparing the way for Christ's 
first advent, he was a representative of those 
who afe to prepare a people for our Lord's 
second coming.”—The Desire of Ages, p. 101. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
104, pars. 2-4; p. 105. 


FRIDAY 


Link these questions with the correct answers 
by placing the number of the answer in the 
curves in front of the question. 


( ) How did Jesus relate Himself to His 

parents? 

( ) How many years old was Jesus when He 
first went to Jerusalem for the Pass- 
over? 

Who were astonished at the understand- 
ing Jesus had as a boy? 

To whom did Jesus say, “Wist ye not 
that I must be about my Father's busi- 


ness?” 

( ) Who lived on a diet of locusts and wild 
honey? 

( ) Who preached “Repent ye: for the king- 


dom of heaven is at hand”? 
To what prophet was John likened? 
What did Isaiah call John? 


1. The doctors in the Temple 

2. Elias 

3. Joseph and Mary 

4. The voice of him that crieth in the wil- 
derness 

5. Twelve 

6. John the Baptist 

7. He was subject to them 

8. John the Baptist 


W. J. DOBSON, R. A. 
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1. Opossums do not seem to remember, in spite of 
the many attempts on their lives, that anyone has 
anything against them. Poke followed the scent trail 
right to the trap that was set in the burrow. 2. 
When the trap jaws sprang up and caught his foot 
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4. Poke did not learn very fast and would have 
walked into the same trap again, but it was not set. 
One evening, finding a car parked near the woods 
he crawled up on the front axle to get near the 
warm engine. 5. The car belonged to opossum hunters. 
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as he stepped into it he did not get excited and 
struggle as other animals would, but gazed at it 
stupidly. 3. He could not understand what had hap- 
pened. Then as his foot became numb he chewed 
at it, ate it, and found himself free to go on his way. 
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When they came back from their hunt and drove 
home Poke stayed where he was and traveled faster 
than he ever had before. 6. Opossums are found in 
most southeastern states and have also been brought 
into California, where they have multiplied rapidly. 








7. In addition to the gray opossums there are black 
ones without white guard hairs and also ones with 
cinnamon colored fur. These are different colors of 
the Virginia opposum. The Mexican species is similar, 
but has more black on its tail. 8. Albino opossums 
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are fairly common. They have pink eyes and the 
pink of their skin shows through the sparse fur. 
9. Next fall season as Poke was feeding in a persim- 
mon tree a bobcat prowling through the woods heard 
the overripe fruit dropping and came to see. 








